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ABSTRACT 
  
 Set in the post-Civil War South, Mourningwood humorously explores the lives of 
townsfolk after they’re confronted with who-done-it mystery not fit for the squeamish. 
Prostitutes, law enforcement, and town drunks come together to solve a crime and save the town 
in a screenplay that will live on in readers’ memories for years to come.  
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PREFACE 
 
 I began this project three years ago, first as a novel, then a play, and now a screenplay. 
Each new form came with challenges. What fit into the novel couldn’t be used in the play. What 
fit into the play wouldn’t work on the screen. What kept the action flowing on the screen cut 
quite a bit from the novel. Challenges that required hours of research and digging deep in my 
psyche and past. But of course advantages came with these challenges. What began as something 
from pure imagination, soon became a unique hybrid of film and television inspiration, my 
personal background, and historical influences. The world of Mourningwood is now fuller than 
ever thanks to these elements. And even though the format has changed, the cast of characters 
and the town have followed me throughout. The setting and characters are what make the 
screenplay worthwhile, and they are what continues to bring me joy as this beast-of-an-idea 
continues to take shape. 
Mourningwood the town takes a great deal after Storyville, New Orleans. I studied 
Storyville in-depth for over a year, exploring old documents and articles on the neighborhood 
(The French Quarter; an Informal History of the New Orleans Underworld, "Prurience, 
Prostitution, and Progressive Improvements: The Crowley Connection, 1909-1918"), reading 
accounts from old prostitute ad books ("Guidebooks to Sin: The Blue Books of Storyville"), even 
looking into the slang used in that area at that time ("New Orleans Slang in the 1880s"). I chose 
Storyville as the inspiration after researching the history of jazz. I became fascinated with the 
environment that jazz grew out of. How did a neighborhood in New Orleans become the place to 
gamble, buy sex, and learn a new form of music? I learned about the impact immigrants had on 
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the creation of jazz and of Storyville. That Storyville’s relaxed laws were a result of racism. That 
it was created to keep the debauchery of the town in the historically black area. That the 
wealthier white residences were able to keep their neighborhoods safer thanks to this. And I 
learned how some were able to rise above their station, and gain power in ways that they 
wouldn’t have been able to ever before through the openness of the neighborhood. It was that 
realization, that a neighborhood filled with crime and sin could still be a place of powerful 
relationships and uprising, that spurred the creation of Mourningwood the town.  
As my research continued, characters began to form, many of whom are now in 
Mourningwood. Cassandra, for instance, is derived from Lulu White, a madam of one of the 
most successful brothels in New Orleans. White came from nothing. A black woman in the 
South at the turn of the 1900’s, she managed to become so wealthy and powerful that she 
retained lawyers and had an impact of Tulane University.  Intrigued by her power in a time of 
great racial and gender inequality, I needed to create something from this.  
While Cassandra came from history, other characters were much more loosely created. 
Ruth, the pesky church lady, comes all from my personal experience as the daughter of ministers. 
David is an ode to a close friend. And Norm comes from my frustration with the lack of hygiene 
in certain facilities. But when it comes to characters, I can’t ignore the impact that Mel Brooks 
and David Milch have had on me as a script writer. Growing up on Blazing Saddles and then 
binge watching Deadwood during the novel beginnings of Mourningwood, there is no doubt that 
inspiration for characters has come from them as well.  Once again Norm and David come to 
mind when thinking of Mel Brooks. And Sinc has a certain level-headedness that I find familiar 
to some of David Milch’s characters. However, even with these two greats in mind, all of the 
characters come from a core of originality, and are unique to me. So unique are some, that I have 
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difficulty finding where they came from. All I know is that I’m grateful that they now exist, even 
just a little bit, on the pages of my journals and the files in my hard drive.  
The blending of elements, historical, fictional, and personal has led to a rather strange 
product, which I love dearly. It isn’t meant to be historically perfect, but it’s also not entirely in-
accurate. It’s not meant to be seen as another western film, even though the setting seems to 
suggest that. It is simply meant to be Mourningwood, an entertaining little ditty for those with a 
strong stomach and an open mind. And after all of this, all the muses, the hours of research, the 
different formats, and the years of work, I know Mourningwood the town is still not finished. 
This screenplay is only one short story from a life time of stories. It represents just a snippet of 
who these characters are, what they’ve been through, and how they live. It is not meant to be 
seen as a beginning and end, but rather as a week-in-the-life-of. And most of all, it is meant for 
laughter. I hope you enjoy it. 
  
1 
OPENING SHOT: EXT. SIGN ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN. EARLY MORNING. 
 
INSERT:  
MOURNINGWOOD. EST. 1870. Population 2714.5 
 
1873. A UNITED STATES POSTAL SERVICE MAN on horseback trots into 
town, another horse loaded down with goods in tow. The road he 
takes is somewhat established. The red clay soil has been 
pounded into a somewhat flat, often muddy path. He passes a 
smattering of rickety looking homes. As he passes by one, a man 
and woman can be seen copulating by a chicken coop in the back. 
He doesn’t notice. He nears the center of town. He rides past a 
small shack with smoke rising from a chimney. The door to the 
shack swings open, revealing DAVID and a questionable looking 
moonshine still and jars filled with moonshine that have blue 
wax seals on them. DAVID, eyes hurt by the rising sun, turns 
back around and goes into the shack.  
THE POSTAL SERVICE MAN keeps riding into town. He reaches the 
JAILHOUSE. He dismounts the horse, tying it to a post next to 
the JAILHOUSE. He then begins to unload the entirety of the back 
horse onto the JAILHOUSE’S front porch. Enormous bags labeled 
cinnamon, currants, oranges, lavender pile up by the front door. 
RUTH, the town preacher’s wife, slinks by in all black, trying 
not to be seen.  
CAMERA follows RUTH. As RUTH quickly walks away from the 
JAILHOUSE, NORM is seen opening the door to the JAILHOUSE and 
receiving the packages. RUTH continues down the road, weaving in 
front and behind the homes and businesses as she goes. She 
passes FRANCISCO’S house. SINC steps out on the front porch of 
the house. He massages his brow in exhaustion. RUTH runs past 
before he sees her. She reaches a large saloon/brothel. A sign 
swings from the post out front that reads:  
INSERT: 
THE APPLE  
The sign has bright red lettering with a serpent wrapped around 
the letter “A.” RUTH looks around to check that no one has seen 
her. She then walks around to the back of the Apple. She finds a 
back window looking into the kitchen. No one is there, but she 
continues to look in. 
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INT: THE APPLE FOYER. DAWN. 
 
CASSANDRA DUBOIS descends the massive wooden staircase at The 
Apple, the local brothel. She is dressed in a way that suggests 
class and elegance, but also new money. Early thirties and mixed 
race, she is a product of the post-Civil War south.   
While walking down the stairs, CASSANDRA spots something on the 
third-to-last stair. When she gets to it, it turns out to be a 
severed penis in a small pool of blood. She picks it up, wraps 
it in a handkerchief, puts it in her pocket, and carries on down 
the stairs.  
 
INT: THE APPLE KITCHEN.  
 
The kitchen is small, consisting only of a few cabinets, a wash 
basin, a woodstove, and a small window. 
CASSANDRA walks in, opens a cabinet, pulls out a pickled egg 
jar, removes some of the eggs with her hands, and puts them in a 
bowl, pulls the penis out of her pocket, unwraps it, and drops 
it into the jar replacing the lid. RUTH’S eyes can be seen 
through the window in the background.   
CASSANDRA turns her head towards the hall door and yells up.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Y’all need to be stripping  
them beds now unless you  
looking for another place of  
employment! 
 
INT: THE APPLE FOYER. DAWN. 
 
Sheets and underclothes of all colors begin to rain down from 
the top of the stairs, landing in a large pile on the floor 
below. The HOUSEMAID begins to gather the pile up, and move the 
clothes out back to clean them. 
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EXT. SINC’S OFFICE. MORNING.  
 
SINC, a white man in his mid-forties, walks along planks laid 
out over mud and up the steps to his office. There’s a rather 
large pool of blood by the front door, along with some 
footprints and hand smudges. In the background a distraught RUTH 
runs towards the jailhouse. 
 
     SINC 
   On my new-fucking-porch. 
 
SINC unlocks his office doors, goes inside, SLAMS the door shut. 
 
6. INT: THE APPLE PARLOR. MORNING.  
 
MARCUS, a rough looking Irish man in his thirties makes himself 
a drink. CHARLIE, a young black piano player, enters. 
 
     CHARLIE 
   Somethin’ wrong with Eli. He’s  
in the ditch by the hardware  
store. 
 
     MARCUS 
   I see he decided to expand his  
horizons. 
 
     CHARLIE 
   Marcus, you know he ain’t like  
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CHARLIE (cont.) 
that. He’s never not at  
George’s ditch. And he’s  
covered in blood. 
 
     MARCUS 
   All right, you check it out.  
Best go get Sinc as well. 
 
EXT: HARDWARE STORE DITCH. MORNING. 
 
SINC and CHARLIE stand over ELI, a black man in his thirties, 
who’s passed out in a ditch. His signature overalls are covered 
in blood. There’s an empty moonshine jar nearby. 
 
     SINC 
   Eli! 
 
SINC shakes ELI, but he doesn’t wake. 
 
     SINC 
   Charlie, grab the salts from  
my bag. 
 
CHARLIE rummages around in SINC’s bag, producing a small vial of 
smelling salts. SINC takes the vial, opens it, and holds it 
under ELI’s nose. ELI wakes up.  
 
     ELI 
   Fuckin’ Christ! Jesus, Sinc. 
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     SINC 
   Eli, you’ve lost a lot of  
blood.  
 
     ELI 
   This shit ain’t mine. 
 
     SINC 
Then whose is it? He might  
be dead soon if I don’t get  
to him. 
 
  ELI 
    Shit, I don’t remember much  
of anything from last night.  
Or the night before, or the  
night before that. 
 
ELI lays back, arms behind his head. He looks surprisingly 
comfortable in small run-off drain of a ditch.  
 
  SINC 
    Jesus, Eli. You need to take  
better care of yourself or  
you’ll die! 
 
  ELI 
Promise? 
 
     SINC 
   Dammit, that isn’t funny. 
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ELI’s amused with himself, rolls on to his side, shoving a dirty 
shirt under his head to use as a pillow, and tries to fall back 
asleep. SINC hands the vial back to CHARLIE, who puts it back in 
his bag.  
 
EXT. BEHIND FRANCISCO RODRIGO’S HOUSE. MORNING.  
 
FRANCISCO’S home is the most opulent in Mourningwood. The new 
construction of it reflects the beginnings of the Victorian Era 
with gendered spaces filled with belongings.   
 
FRANCISCO RODRIGO, a well-dressed, heavier man in his late 
forties, steps outside. He has a jar of moonshine with him, it 
has the blue wax seal of DAVID’S moonshine. He looks exhausted 
and defeated as he takes a swig from the jar. In the background, 
CHRISTOPHE PIERRE, a white man in his early thirties, can be 
seen as he stumbles towards the house. FRANCISCO fails to notice 
this as he continues to drink. CHRISTOPHE continues to make his 
way towards the home. When he finally reaches the far corner 
from FRANCISCO, he collapses. FRANCISCO looks over after he 
hears the THUD of CHIRSTOPHE hitting the ground. 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   Of-fucking-course. 
 
FRANCISCO walks over to CHIRSTOPHE and yells down at his 
facedown comatose body. 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   Who the fuck are you?! 
 
CHRISTOPHE doesn’t move. FRANCISCO kicks CHRISTOPHE. Still no 
movement. He shakes at him with his foot. CHRISTOPHE’S shirt 
rolls up revealing a tattoo on his lower back that says 
“GEORGIA” with a small female stick figure next to it. 
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     FRANCISCO 
   What the? 
 
FRANCISCO uses his foot to flip CHRISTOPHE over. CHRISTOPHE 
remains unresponsive. FRANCISCO sees the massive bloodstain on 
the crotch of CHRSITOPHE’S pants. 
      
     FRANCISCO 
   Oh shit! 
 
He drunkenly hobbles over to a nearby tree stump and sets his 
jar of moonshine down, then goes back to CHRISTOPHE. He yells at 
CHRISTOPHE.  
 
     FRANCISCO 
   This is not what I need today! 
 
FRANCISCO leaves CHRISTOPHE as he lumbers back into his house.  
 
INT. FRANCISCO RODRIGO’S LIVING ROOM. MORNING. 
 
FRANCISCO stands in his living room. It’s messy; jars of DAVID’S 
shine lay about the room. FRANCISCO bends down to pick up an 
elegant looking rug. He stops. 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   Too nice. 
 
He walks over to another, less expensive, more worn rug.  
  
     FRANCISCO 
   That’ll work. 
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EXT. BEHIND FRANCISCO RODRIGO’S HOUSE. MORNING. 
FRANCISCO returns to the backyard. He drags the worn rug behind 
him. He lays the rug down next to CHRISTOPHE and rolls him onto 
it. He then begins to pull the rug with CHRISTOPHE.  
 
     FRANCISCO 
   Fuck it all. 
 
EXT. SINC’S OFFICE. DAY 
 
SINC walks back to his office, bag in hand. CHARLIE accompanies 
him. When they reach the porch they discover CHRISTOPHE balled 
up in a mound on SINC’S porch on top of a muddy rug. An empty 
moonshine jar with DAVID’S seal rests on the railing. 
 
     SINC 
   Well, shit. 
 
INT. SINC’s OFFICE. DAY. 
 
SINC and CHARLIE stand over CHRISTOPHE PIERRE who’s laid out on 
a table in the office. Bloodied rags and blunt metal instruments 
are piled in a bowl on the table, evidence of the operation that 
just occurred.  
 
     CHARLIE 
    Maybe you should’ve let him  
die. 
 
CHRISTOPHE lightly moans in pain. 
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     SINC 
    The thought crossed my mind. 
 
SINC wipes the blood off his hand with a handkerchief that has a 
small-embroidered red carnation on it. 
 
     CHARLIE 
I’ve seen stumps on men before.  
Legs, arms, maybe just a hand  
or foot. But I ain’t never  
seen a stump so vile. 
 
  SINC 
    Charlie, do me a favor and go  
get Sheriff Norm. 
 
SINC puts the bloody handkerchief back in his pocket.  
 
INT: THE APPLE PARLOR. DAY. 
 
SAMUEL MONTAGE, a well-dressed white man in his late fifties 
storms down the staircase, bloody handkerchief in hand, while 
CASSANDRA oversees the HOUSEMAID scrubbing the blood off the 
stairs. 
 
     SAMUEL 
   I’m here for my refund! 
 
CASSANDRA 
The hell you say. 
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SAMUEL 
   Bitch bled all over me! I  
thought you took those girls  
outta rotation! 
 
SAMUEL throws the bloodied handkerchief on the ground in front 
of CASSANDRA 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Jasmine isn’t due. Shit, if  
she was, this whole house  
would be bleeding. 
 
     SAMUEL 
   Tell that to her blood cunt! 
 
SAMUEL opens the front door to leave. A completely naked DAVID 
can be seen walking in the background, jar of his moonshine in 
hand. 
 
     SAMUEL 
   I’ll be claiming my refund  
later! 
 
SAMUEL leaves. The door SLAMS behind him. 
 
     
 CASSANDRA 
   Fucker. 
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INT. OUTSIDE THE APPLE WASHROOM. DAY. 
 
CASSANDRA stands outside the door to the room, ear pressed to 
the wood. Muffled VOICES can be heard. She becomes frustrated 
with this after a brief time, and throws open the door. 
 
INT. THE APPLE WASHROOM. DAY. 
CASSANDRA bursts into the room. JASMINE, a mixed raced woman in 
her late teens, sits naked in a bathtub filled with steaming 
water. PROSTITUTE ONE, PROSTITUTE TWO, and PROSTITUTE THREE, 
young women of various European races or African American, stand 
around the tub JASMINE washes in. They are guilty looking. 
PROSTITUTE TWO holds several pieces of white cloth.   
 
     CASSANDRA 
   If your name ain’t Jasmine,  
then get the fuck out.  
 
The other women quickly scurry out. JASMINE calmly starts to 
wash herself. She has an empty jar that she fills with the water 
and then dumps on her body. She tries to hide her pain at each 
pour.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Why the fuck is there a penis  
downstairs in a fucking egg  
jar? 
 
     JASMINE 
   Who put a penis in a fucking  
egg jar? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   I put the fucking penis in  
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CASSANDRA (cont.) 
the fucking jar. The question  
is where the fuck did it come  
from? 
 
CASSANDRA looks down and notices the bath water in JASMINE’S tub 
is pink. She reaches down in the water pulling one of JASMINE’S 
legs out by the foot. JASMINE has a bloodstained cloth wrapped 
around her leg. 
 
CASSANDRA 
I’m guessing those giant  
fucking cuts on your  
fucking leg got something to  
do with it. Now, let’s start  
over.  
 
CASSANDRA drops JASMINE’S leg back in the water causing a 
SPLASH. 
 
     CASSANDRA (cont.) 
Samuel Montage’s trying to get  
a free poke thanks to your  
bleeding-the-fuck all over him.  
Now, unless you plan on paying  
for his go from your own wages,  
you’re gonna tell me. Where  
did those fucking cuts on your  
fucking leg come from? 
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     JASMINE 
It was late, he was the last  
customer. 
 
  CASSANDRA 
    Bullshit. It happened this  
morning or the cock would’ve  
been found last night. 
 
  JASMINE 
    What the fuck do you want me  
to say? The motherfucker  
stopped by early this morning  
and asked for a fucking poke.  
I figured why the fuck not if  
he’s paying? 
 
JASMINE stands up, and steps out of the tub. She dries herself 
with a towel hanging nearby. Deep red water, stained by blood, 
trickles down her leg.  
 
  CASSANDRA  
    I got a few “Why-the-fuck-nots”  
for ya. First, You’re supposed  
to fucking tell me. 
  
     JASMINE 
    It was early as shit,  
Cassandra. Don’t you pretend  
like you’d be fucking pleased  
if I woke you up. 
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CASSANDRA throws a nearby dressing gown at JASMINE. It hits 
JASMINE’S face. JASMINE calmly pulls it off her head and puts it 
on.  
 
  CASSANDRA  
    Maybe if this was only the  
first Goddamn time you’ve done  
this. But you keep pulling  
this same shit. Why the fuck  
should I keep you? 
 
  JASMINE 
Because you charge them twice  
the rate for me. Maybe because  
you’re getting old? Or maybe  
because, since Eli, the only 
man that wants you is our 
puffy sheriff?  
 
CASSANDRA becomes flustered, cuts JASMINE off.  
 
  CASSANDRA 
Jesus fuck! Who was the  
bastard you fucking neutered? 
 
JASMINE walks over to the chair by the vanity and sits down. She 
picks up a hairbrush and brushes through her hair. She struggles 
to get through some of the knots.  
 
     JASMINE 
    Some new guy. He dressed real  
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  JASMINE (cont.) 
clean. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
    You didn’t even get his  
     CASSANDRA (cont.) 
   fucking name? 
 
     JASMINE  
    Should I have asked after I  
cut it off? 
 
JASMINE stands back up. She cringes. The white cloth of the 
dressing gown is now speckled with red and pink where her inner 
thighs are. The cloth sticks to her leg from the coagulating 
blood. She walks towards the door, but collapses in pain before 
she reaches it; CASSANDRA catches her before she hits the 
ground. 
 
     CASSANDRA   
    Shit. We gotta get Sinc to  
look at those cuts. 
 
INT: THE JAILHOUSE. DAY. 
 
The jailhouse is small but clean. There’s only one cell, with a 
bunk bed in it, and a pot for pissing. In the main area there’s 
NORM’s very tidy desk and two chairs. On the desk is a vase with 
fresh flowers, stationary with NORM’S name embossed on it, 
several large candles, and a fountain pen.  There are three 
windows throughout. All of them have matching lilac colored 
drapes. Thirteen elegantly framed wanted posters line the walls.  
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SHERIFF NORM, a heavier-set, well-dressed white man in his early 
forties, stands with an upset RUTH BOUCHE, a dark-haired white 
woman in her late thirties and widowed wife of the town’s 
preacher. She always wears black.  
 
     RUTH 
   You need to do something 
   about this! 
 
RUTH pretends to sob. NORM puts a hand on her shoulder to 
comfort her.  
 
     NORM 
   And I will, but first I need 
   more information. 
 
     RUTH 
   More information? What more 
   is there to know? She had 
   a severed penis in her hand! 
   The place needs to be shut  
   down before anyone else gets 
   hurt! 
 
RUTH blows her nose into a handkerchief. NORM looks ready to 
concede when CHARLIE walks in. 
 
     CHARLIE 
   Norm, you’re needed over at 
Sinc’s.  
 
RUTH glares at CHARLIE. 
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     NORM 
   Can this wait? Mrs. Bouche  
has just witnessed something  
horrendous. 
 
     CHARLIE 
   Whatever she seen is nothing  
to this. 
 
RUTH, casting aside her façade of fragility, pulls away from 
NORM’S touch and turns to CHARLIE. 
 
     RUTH 
   Should have known a sinner like 
   you would find more value in 
   yourself than in comforting  
   those in need! 
     
     CHARLIE 
   I can’t think of a person more 
   in-need than the one I’m  
asking for. 
 
NORM pulls out a chair for RUTH, and walks over to a basket of 
muffins, placing one on a small plate. He then approaches RUTH. 
 
     NORM 
   I’m sure this will take but a  
   moment. Please, Mrs. Bouche, 
   try to collect yourself. I’ll 
   return soon. 
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INT. SINC’S OFFICE. DAY. 
 
NORM stands over CHRISTOPHE as he sleeps. CHRISTOPHE remains 
naked from the waist down, other than a bloody bandage around 
his groin area. CHARLIE stands next to NORM. 
 
     NORM 
   Well shit. 
 
INT. THE APPLE. JASMINE’S ROOM. DAY. 
 
SINC finishes up the stitches on the cuts on JASMINE’s thighs as 
CASSANDRA watches on.  
         SINC  
    How were these made? 
  
SINC applies ointment to the cuts.  
 
     JASMINE 
    A pen. 
 
     SINC 
    A pen? 
 
     JASMINE  
    They leave their knives and  
guns down at the bar with  
Marcus, but not pens.  
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SINC pulls the same handkerchief with the red carnation from 
before out of his pocket, and wipes his hands, then puts it back 
in his pocket. 
 
  CASSANDRA 
Changes to that will be  
happening soon.  
 
  SINC 
    Why did he do this? 
 
     JASMINE 
    I didn’t realize that was  
   needed for my treatment. 
 
     SINC 
I wasn’t going to say  
anything to him. All I know  
is that I’ve got a dickless  
man passed out on my table  
right now, and a beat-up  
whore who’s been cut-up by  
someone she doesn’t know. As  
far as I’m concerned these  
things are separate. But if  
they aren’t, then you’d better  
damn well figure out what  
you’re going to tell the  
Sheriff. 
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INT. THE APPLE PARLOR. DAY. 
 
SHERIFF NORM and CASSANDRA stand in charged conversation. 
 
     NORM 
   Did one of your women decide  
to take a souvenir last night? 
 
 
NORM does his best to interrogate CASSANDRA while not staring at 
her chest.  He catches himself looking, and pretends to wipe 
away something in his eye. CASSANDRA puffs out her chest to 
continue to challenge his authority. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
    There’s no stealing in my  
house. I run a clean business  
no matter what you might think. 
 
CASSANDRA flirtatiously walks over to an armchair and sits. 
 
  NORM  
    I’m not suggesting stealing. 
 
CASSANDRA sits relaxed in the armchair. She hikes up her skirt 
when she crosses her legs, showing some skin for the Sheriff.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
    Then I don’t know what you  
mean. 
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     NORM 
    Sinc has a man in his  
practice right now who’s  
missing a penis. 
  CASSANDRA  
    Did he look where he went  
last? I’m always losing  
things myself and find that  
to be helpful.  
 
  NORM  
    Really, Ms. DuBois, did any  
of your girls have anything  
to do with this or know  
something about it? 
  
SINC and JASMINE walk down the stairs and into the parlor. 
  
     JASMINE 
    I cut off his fucking penis. 
 
     NORM 
    I’m sorry, but I’m going to  
have to arrest you. 
 
     JASMINE  
    Like hell you do! That  
cocksucker fucked me up real  
bad and deserves what he got. 
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  SINC  
It’s true, Norm. I just  
examined her and he cut her  
deeply multiple times.  
  NORM 
    What’d you do with it? 
 
     JASMINE  
    Threw it at him as he was  
running down the stairs.  
  
     NORM 
   Where’s it now? 
 
CASSANDRA leaves the room. The group stands in a stiff silence.  
 
CASSANDRA returns with the jar. Hands it to NORM. She grabs 
JASMINE by the arm, and they walk back up the stairs together.  
 
EXT. GEORGES PHARMACY/ELI’s DITCH. DAY. 
 
ELI lovingly places an empty jar into his DITCH to save for 
later. The DITCH is perfectly shaped to his body, with a small 
shelf made of dirt by his head where he keeps his jar. He walks 
up the front steps of the pharmacy and tries to open the door. 
 
     ELI 
   George? Ya in? 
 
The door is locked. 
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     ELI 
   Fuckin’ Sundays. 
 
He notices some broken glass on the ground near the front window 
and walks over to inspect. There’s a big hole in the glass and 
some blood on the rough edges. ELI peers in and sees a woman on 
the floor holding a baby. She’s covered in blood, and the baby 
looks very new.  
 
     ELI 
   Well, shit. 
 
INT. FRANCISCO RODRIGO’S LIVING ROOM. DAY. 
 
FRANCISCO awakes from a nap on his couch. He has a large white 
bandage wrapped around his head. The sound of loud KNOCKS on his 
front door reverberates through the house. He gets up, grabs a 
small jar of DAVID’S moonshine from his side table, and takes 
several large swigs from it before he opens the front door to 
find SINC. 
 
     SINC 
You look like shit. Is  
Georgia upstairs? 
 
SINC yells up into the house. 
    
     SINC 
   Georgia?! 
 
  FRANCISCO 
    She’s not here.  
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     SINC 
    I told you not to let her  
leave the bed. You can’t  
even manage to watch her  
for four fucking hours? 
 
SINC pushes his way into the house, taking a look around. The 
house is trashed. Food crumbs are everywhere. A sun-bleached 
square on the floor indicates where a rug once lay.  
 
     FRANCISCO 
    Sinc, if you tried stopping  
her you’d have one of these  
too. 
 
FRANCISCO rubs the bandaged section of his head.  
 
  SINC  
    Where is she? She sustained  
a lot of damage last night;  
I’m worried about her  
moving. 
 
  FRANCISCO 
    She failed to mention where  
she was going before taking  
one of the logs from the  
fire to my head. 
 
SINC turns around to leave. 
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  SINC 
    She can’t be far. Try to  
find anything that might  
tell us where she’s gone.  
And don’t drink any more of  
that shit.   
 
SINC SLAMS the door behind him. FRANCISCO takes another huge 
pull from the jar, emptying it of the rest of its contents. 
 
INT. FRANCISCO RODRIGO’S HOUSE, FRANCISCO’S ROOM. DAY. 
 
FRANCISCO searches the room for evidence of where GEORGIA might 
have gone. He goes through GEORGIA’S dresser drawers. Underwear 
and stockings litter the ground. He discovers a stack of 
letters. He sits on the corner of the bed and leafs through 
them. 
 
EXT. GEORGE’S PHARMACY. DAY. 
 
ELI finds a rock, walks up to the pharmacy door, and breaks the 
glass around it. He reaches in through the freshly made hole, 
unlocks, and then opens the door.  
ELI walks over to GEORGIA, a white woman in her early twenties 
wearing an expensive looking nightgown, and her baby. Both the 
BABY and GEORGIA are asleep.  
 
     ELI 
    Miss?  
 
ELI gently shakes GEORGIA. She shifts and opens her eyes.  
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     GEORGIA 
    Who are you? 
 
     ELI  
    Eli, Miss. You don’t look  
so good. I’d best go fetch  
the doctor. 
 
  GEORGIA 
    Don’t. 
 
     ELI 
   Ma’am, you haven’t known  
me long enough to tell me  
no.  
 
ELI gets up and leaves. GEORGIA struggles to stay conscious.  
    
INT. GEORGE’S PHARMACY. DAY. 
 
P.O.V. GEORGIA as she opens her eyes. SINC leans over her 
pulling a needle and thread out of his bag and ELI hovers behind 
him. 
 
     SINC 
   I told you not to move. 
 
SINC threads the needle. He lifts her skirt up and inserts the 
needle. ELI bashfully looks away to give GEORGIA privacy, 
occasionally glancing back.  
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     GEORGIA 
   UGGHHH! 
 
GEORGIA reaches out for the nearest object to grab in pain. She 
ends up knocking over a stack of pickle jars. One shatters on 
the ground, sending pickles rolling all over the pharmacy floor. 
The juice puddle eventually spreads to her, seeping into her 
nightgown.  
 
     ELI 
   What’s the baby’s name, Miss? 
 
GEORGIA grips at a loose pickle she finds nearby. Her nails dig 
into the pickles flesh as she grits her teeth in pain. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   PETER! 
 
     ELI 
   Good, strong name. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Are you about finished!  
      
     SINC 
   Last one. 
 
SINC bends down and breaks the extra thread off with his teeth. 
ELI grimaces behind him.  
   
     ELI 
   Whoa Sinc, ask the lady to  
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  ELI (cont.) 
tea at least before you get  
to that. 
 
SINC wipes his mouth and hands with the same handkerchief from 
his pocket, ignoring ELI. SINC packs everything up. 
 
     SINC 
   Now, Georgia. What are we  
doing in the pharmacy? 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Cleaner than outside. 
 
     SINC 
   This is true. But it’s not  
as nice as home. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Francisco’s ain’t nice, and  
ain’t home.  
 
GEORGIA grabs at SINC’S sleeve. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Don’t you tell him I’m here! 
 
     SINC 
   Between the boy’s birth, a  
missing penis, and now this  
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  SINC (cont.) 
I’m very tired and just want  
some fucking answers. Please. 
 
  ELI 
A missing penis? 
 
   
SINC 
Yes. An out-of-town man got  
in a bit of trouble at the  
Apple. 
 
  ELI 
I wonder how much that cost? 
 
GEORGIA bolts up and starts to sprint out of the shop, reopening 
her wounds. A line of blood streams down her leg. She collapses 
in pain by the doorway. 
 
     SINC 
   Well, shit. 
 
26. INT: THE APPLE PARLOR. DAY. 
 
CASSANDRA looks on as SINC and ELI stand in the doorway holding 
GEORGIA and BABY PETER. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   You must be outta your damn  
minds. She can’t stay here.  
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  CASSANDRA (cont.) 
Not with that fucking thing. 
 
CASSANDRA points at PETER. 
 
     SINC 
   Please, Cassandra. She needs  
a place to rest that’s safe. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   If I’m letting her stay here,  
I’m sure as hell not losing  
money by having one of my  
girls watch her little  
mistake! 
 
     SINC 
   Eli will watch him and Georgia.  
If anything goes wrong, come  
and get me. 
 
CASSANDRA’S eyes go wide at SINC’S suggestion.  
 
INT. SINC’S OUTHOUSE. DUSK. 
 
SINC’S outhouse is massive. It can comfortably fit three people, 
and is outfitted with a desk, a bench, numerous books, and 
stacks of newspapers, jars filled with thread, needles, and yarn 
for all of his crafting needs. A pile of freshly embroidered 
handkerchiefs rest next to a small taxidermied squirrel. A few 
pinup pictures of men hang on the walls, along with maps and 
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other images. A phonograph sits on the desk with a disc by the 
Tennessee Boys at the ready to be played.  
 
SINC opens the door to his outhouse; the lifeless body of 
CHRISTOPHE PIERRE falls at his feet. Further inside FRANCISCO 
sits taking a shit while continuing to knit a scarf that SINC 
had started earlier that week and left by the hole. 
 
     SINC 
   Well, that’s probably for the  
best. 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   I thought there’d be more  
blood. 
 
SINC steps over CHRISTOPHE’S body towards FRANCISCO. 
      
SINC 
   Bleeding doesn’t tend to  
happen with strangulation. 
    
     FRANCISCO 
   What? Oh. Well, Sinc, I think  
it’s best you go get Norm now.  
I’m not planning on getting up  
for another five minutes at least.  
And I just dropped a stich that  
I have to repair. 
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  SINC 
You’re too drunk to get very  
far anyway. Now get your ass  
up and help me get this body  
inside my office. 
 
INT: THE APPLE’S UPSTAIRS HALLWAY. NIGHT. 
 
ELI wanders around the halls drunk. Different prostitutes lead 
men in and out of rooms, walking on worn, but clean, floors. ELI 
sees PROSTITUTE ONE after a customer leaves her room. 
 
 
     ELI 
   Any specials tonight, my love? 
 
     PROSTITUTE ONE 
   Yeah, the special is if you  
get back into that room right  
now I won’t tell Madame DuBois  
you asked. 
 
  ELI 
You ladies sure know how to  
pull a crowd. 
 
ELI turns and walks back into GEORGIA’S room. 
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INT: THE APPLE. GEORGIA’S ROOM. NIGHT. 
 
ELI stumbles back in the bedroom where PETER and GEORGIA are 
sleeping. The clumsy re-entry stirs GEORGIA awake.   
 
 
     GEORGIA 
   You don’t have to stay here. 
 
     ELI 
   Yes, Miss. I do. 
 
GEORGIA reaches into her pocket and pulls out a coin. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Here, take this money for all  
of your kindness and get  
yourself a girl. We’ll still  
be here when you get back. 
 
  ELI 
   That’s awful kind of you, but  
I’m not one to rely on the  
kindness of strangers. Even  
ones as pretty as yourself.  
And frankly I know you intend  
to leave from here as quickly  
as I walk out that door. 
 
GEORGIA angrily puts the coin back in her pocket, and turns in 
the bed facing the wall. ELI walks over to the armchair next to 
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the bed, sliding deeply down into it. BABY PETER cries in the 
bed next to GEORGIA. GEORGIA picks up BABY PETER and pulls her 
dress down. She breastfeeds him. 
 
 
     ELI 
   Careful. Don’t drown him. 
 
GEORGIA winces in pain. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   It’s like he’s pulling the blood  
out through my skin. 
 
     ELI  
   He’s not latched right. 
ELI walks over and adjusts PETER’S head and mouth. Then turns 
back to sit. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Still hurts. 
 
     ELI 
   Couple weeks and it won’t.  
Got to callous you up. 
      
GEORGIA motions at BABY PETER. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Why the fuck do we have  
these things? 
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     ELI 
   My wife used to say that.  
   Trust me, they grow on you.  
 
INT: THE APPLE PARLOR. MORNING. 
 
SINC walks in the door. His pants and shirt have some light 
blood splatter. He sees JASMINE. 
 
     SINC 
   David told me I’d find Norm  
here. 
 
 
     JASMINE 
   David? 
 
     SINC 
   He’s over in the jail. Another  
indecent exposure. 
 
     JAMINE 
   We need to get a lock on his  
fucking zipper. Yeah, Norm  
went up looking for Cassandra. 
 
INT: THE APPLE. CASSNDRA’S ROOM. MORNING. 
 
CASSANDRA’S room is elaborately decorated and contains black 
velvet furniture. Some with questionable stains. In the armchair 
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next to the bed the penis floats in the pickled egg jar. 
CASSANDRA and NORM are having sex in her bed. NORM is on top 
thrusting and groaning. The headboard BANGS against the wall. A 
small shelf just above the headboard shakes, and items on it 
shift. A small wooden box shifts closer and closer to the edge 
with each BANG. One big thrust and the box falls down on top of 
NORM, opens up and spills ten baby teeth all over NORM, 
CASSANDRA, the bed, and the floor. 
 
     NORM 
    What the hell?! 
 
NORM jumps off CASSANDRA, disgusted. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
    Well pick ‘em up! 
 
     NORM 
    Are these baby teeth?! 
 
NORM stops, suddenly realizing where they came from, picks them 
up in earnest.  
     NORM 
    I’m so sorry. 
   
SINC opens the door to find a naked NORM crawling around on the 
floor picking up baby teeth. And a mostly-naked CASSANDRA 
sitting in bed counting the teeth as she puts them back in the 
box. 
 
     SINC  
I’d imagine this costs extra. 
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  CASSANDRA 
Fucking funny. It’s all I got  
left. 
 
SINC spots a stray tooth, picks it up, and hands it to 
CASSANDRA. 
 
     SINC 
   I apologize. But I’m just here  
for the sheriff. Norm, I’ve  
got a body over at my office  
you need to look at. 
 
NORM stops searching to look up at SINC. 
 
 
     NORM 
   Whose? 
 
     SINC 
   The other half of that  
cock-in-a-jar’s. Found him  
murdered in my outhouse. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Well that’s probably for the  
best. 
 
NORM gets dressed. ELI runs in the room. 
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     ELI 
   I heard someone yell… 
 
ELI notices naked NORM and immediately turns around and leaves. 
 
     SINC 
   I’m heading back over to my 
office. Francisco and I’ll be  
waiting for you. 
 
     NORM 
   Francisco? 
 
     SINC 
   Just hurry and get over there. 
 
INT. THE APPLE BAR. DAY. 
 
ELI sits on a stool up at the bar. He grabs a nice bottle of rum 
from the other side of the counter and drinks right from the 
bottle.  
 
MARCUS walks in. His hair and clothes are messy and dirty. He 
sees ELI with the bottle and grabs it back. 
 
     ELI 
   You look like you got into a  
fight with a raccoon over a  
ham biscuit! 
  
ELI reaches over the bar and grabs the bottle of rum back. 
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     MARCUS 
   You can’t keep taking all the  
liquor.  
 
     ELI 
   Consider it part of my  
severance pay. 
 
     MARCUS 
   You never worked here. 
 
     ELI  
   What do you call owning the  
place? 
 
     MARCUS 
   Sure you owned it. But last I 
heard, you were the one who 
tried to sell it for a bottle 
of whiskey. 
 
     ELI 
   Semantics. 
 
ELI takes a pull from the bottle. 
 
     ELI  
After what I just saw, you’d  
pour this in my mouth for me.  
How long has she been seeing  
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  ELI (cont.) 
Norm? 
  
MARCUS 
It’s just business. 
 
ELI 
   Sure. Sure. 
 
MARCUS pulls a jar of DAVID’S moonshine out from under the bar 
and hands it to ELI. He then places the nice bottle of rum on a 
high shelf behind the bar.  
 
INT. NORM’S JAILHOUSE. DAY. 
 
FRANCISCO sits in the only cell in the jail with DAVID, a mixed-
raced man in his late thirties. NORM makes them coffee. The 
pickled egg jar sits on NORM’S desk. 
 
     NORM 
   I know you said you were fine,  
but I highly recommend that  
you have a cup. 
 
NORM pulls out three jars from his desk and starts to pour 
coffee in each. One jar has DAVID’S name written on it. He then 
sprinkles a dash of cinnamon in each. 
 
     NORM 
   I think the cinnamon adds  
another, more magical  
dimension. 
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NORM walks over to the cell and passes DAVID and FRANCISCO their 
jars. 
 
     DAVID 
   I would agree. It’s been a  
lovely stay with you as always,  
Sheriff. 
 
     NORM 
   Now, David, you know it’s Norm  
to you. 
 
NORM walks back over and lifts a basket full of scones up from 
the side of his desk. 
 
     NORM 
  ` Scone with your coffee? 
       
     DAVID 
   Your baked goods are a  
delight. 
 
NORM pulls out two scones and hands them out. 
 
     NORM 
   Currant and orange today. 
 
FRANCISCO takes a bite of scone. 
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     FRANCISCO 
   Norm, I had no idea you baked. 
       
     NORM 
   Only for my favorites. 
 
NORM walks over to his desk and sits down. He dunks his scone in 
his coffee and takes a bite.  
 
     FRANCISCO 
   Do I smell lavender? 
 
     DAVID 
   Look under your pillow. 
 
FRANCISCO lifts up his pillow to reveal a small bundle of 
lavender wrapped in twine.  
     NORM 
   David and I grew tired of the  
urine scent. 
 
     DAVID 
   That we did! 
 
NORM finishes his coffee and scone, and gets up to leave. 
 
     NORM 
   You gentlemen stay put! I need  
to do a bit of investigating  
over at Francisco’s. 
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     FRANCISCO 
   Pardon? 
 
     NORM 
   Just look at your pants! You  
need a cleaner pair if you’re  
going to stay in my jail! And 
David’s things are taking up  
the wash bin. 
 
FRANCISCO looks down at his trousers, noticing a vomit stain 
from his rough night. DAVID also looks, shaking his head at the 
state of the pants. It’s at this point that FRANCISCO notices 
that DAVID being only in his long johns isn’t because he was 
drunk, but because his pants were being cleaned. A wash bin sits 
in the corner of the jail, filled with soapy water and all of 
David’s clothes other than his underwear.  
 
INT. FRANCISCO’S BEDROOM. DAY. 
 
NORM rummages through FRANCISCO’S drawers and locates a clean 
pair of pants for him. As he closes the drawer, he notices some 
letters strewn about in the corner of the bedroom. He walks over 
and picks one up. 
 
P.O.V. NORM looking at the letters. 
 
INSERT:  
Dear Honeybuns, There’s a place in my soul that seems to have 
emptied since our parting. Every night I hold your stained 
nightgown, the one that you spilled chili on five years ago, it 
still smells of you.  Sometimes I’m still able to find a hair in 
it. It won’t be long until we are reunited and I can see all of 
your beautiful hairs. Imagine, darling, us together again, and 
this time forever.  Yours Truly, -Peter. 
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     NORM 
   Peter? 
 
NORM picks up a second letter. 
 
INSERT:  
Darling, I must apologize from the bottom of my heart. You are 
all I want in the world. Unfortunately, opportunities have 
presented themselves in a manner that requires my attention. 
These past few months have been the most wonderful of my life. 
We will be together again soon.  Regards. –Peter   
 
A drawing of the male and female stick figure holding hands is 
at the bottom of the letter. 
 
NORM finds a third, more crumpled and tear-stained looking 
letter. 
 
INSERT:  
Georgia, I heard of your condition and rejoice in your new life. 
I find myself headed your way again on the path to brighter 
tomorrows in lands less explored. I ask of you to not look for 
me. Embrace this new beginning as I learn to live without you. -
Peter Holloway 
 
NORM folds the letters and puts them in his pocket.  
 
INT. THE APPLE HALLWAY OUTSIDE GEORGIA’S ROOM. DAY. 
 
SINC knocks and enters GEORGIA’S room. 
 
     SINC 
   Georgia, I’ve come to check  
on you and the ba… 
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GEORGIA has fled the room. BABY PETER has been left in a basket 
on the black velvet chair.  
 
     SINC 
   Well, that was to be expected. 
 
SINC walks over and picks up BABY PETER. He finds a lacey shawl 
and wraps it around him. 
 
INT. THE APPLE BAR. DAY. 
 
ELI, still seated at the bar, sips at the jar of moonshine. 
MARCUS uses a rag to polish some glasses before he puts them on 
the shelf. PROSTITUE THREE sits in a lounge chair and works on a 
needlepoint. SINC enters with BABY PETER in hand. 
     SINC 
   Eli!  
 
ELI turns to face SINC. 
 
     ELI 
   Oh hey, Sinc. What’s the  
word? 
 
     SINC 
   Where is Georgia?  
      
     ELI 
   Did you know that Gabe had  
     ELI (cont.) 
ten teeth? Before he died? 
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SINC, sensing a longer conversation, tries to hand off BABY 
PETER to PROSTITUTE THREE in the chair. When he walks over to 
her to pass BABY PETER off, she rolls her eyes and continues her 
needlework. SINC gives up and goes to take a seat next to ELI, 
BABY PETER still in his arms. 
 
     SINC 
   I’m sure they were ten lovely  
teeth. But we’ve got to think  
about this child now. 
 
ELI downs the rest of his drink. 
 
     ELI 
   He isn’t mine. Just saw the  
rest of mine on the floor  
bouncing off a naked Norm. 
 
SINC is confused, but perseveres. 
 
     SINC 
   Little Peter’s got a mama who  
doesn’t want him and a daddy  
locked up in jail. And what I  
see when I look at you is a  
father without a child. Here I  
am offering you another  
chance. 
SINC holds BABY PETER out to Eli for him to take. ELI looks at 
BABY PETER. BABY PETER yawns, showing an empty mouth. ELI takes 
and holds him. 
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     ELI 
   Doesn’t have any teeth  
yet. 
 
MARCUS turns around from placing some jars back on the shelf. 
ELI starts to play with BABY PETER as he sips from the jar of 
moonshine in front of him.  
 
     MARCUS 
   You sure you should be  
drinking while holding the  
little one? 
 
     ELI 
   Marcus, honey, I’m steadier  
after drinking. 
 
INT. THE APPLE. CASSANDRA’S ROOM. DAY. 
 
The HOUSEMAID crouches on her knees by CASSANDRA’S black velvet 
chair. She has a bucket filled with soapy water, and a rag. She 
scrubs at some light colored stains on the upholstery. She 
mutters and curses under her breath.  
 
     MAID 
   Fucking black fucking velvet  
in a fucking whore house.  
Whose fucking idea… 
    
EXT. CEMETERY BEHIND SINC’S OFFICE. LATE AFTERNOON. 
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SINC and NORM dig a grave for CHRISTOPHE, whose body lays in a 
nearby casket. Their shirts are soaked in sweat and covered in 
red clay. The hole is almost complete. SINC pauses and pulls a 
picture from his pocket. 
 
     SINC 
   I didn’t want to bring this  
up earlier with Francisco  
around, but I found this in  
Christophe’s pocket.  
 
SINC hands the photo to NORM. NORM looks closely at it.  
 
     NORM 
   Oh lord! Is that Georgia  
standing with Christophe? 
 
INSERT: 
The photo shows GEORGIA and CHRISTOPHE on horseback, both 
holding rifles.   
 
     SINC 
   Think so. Look at the back. 
 
NORM flips the picture over and reads the writing on the back. 
It’s in cursive. 
 
INSERT: 
Peter and Georgia, 1876. Knoxville.  
 
     NORM 
That explains the letters.  
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  NORM (cont.) 
He looks oddly familiar here. 
 
NORM pulls the three letters out of his pocket and hands them to 
SINC for him to read.  
 
     NORM 
   I thought Christophe seemed  
like an odd name for someone  
from up north.  
 
     SINC 
   Peter’s what she named the  
baby. 
 
     NORM 
   Well that solves that. 
 
     SINC 
   The baby is most certainly  
Francisco’s. Did you see  
the unibrow on it? 
 
NORM and SINC finish digging. NORM opens the coffin to put the 
picture back inside. Instead he finds a letter. 
 
     NORM 
   Who put this here? 
 
NORM opens the letter. It’s written in the same cursive as the 
photograph. 
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INSERT:  
Peter, my love, I came for you only to discover my worst fear. 
You are gone from this world all too soon, murdered at the hand 
of my cowardly husband and maimed by a common whore! This town 
will learn to respect you! I will return to this wretched place 
with the full force of your brothers. Soon, my love, you will 
rest in peace. Love forever, Georgia. 
 
     NORM 
   Well, shit. 
 
INT. NORM'S JAILHOUSE. DAY. 
 
NORM walks in from the cemetery. He sets the shovel against the 
wall. A small pile of red dirt falls on the floor. He walks over 
to his desk, sits down, and pours himself a glass of lemon water 
from a pitcher. He leans back in his chair and sips his water. 
FRANCISCO and DAVID play bridge in their cell. 
 
DAVID 
How’s the day, Norm? 
 
NORM 
   A bit humid for my liking.  
Going to take quite a bit of  
elbow grease to get the sweat  
out of this shirt. 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   I’m sorry, Norm. I would’ve  
dug the grave myself if I  
could. 
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     NORM 
   That’s sweet of you to say.  
I’ve actually got a bit of bad  
news for you, Francisco. 
 
NORM pulls the love letters from his pocket. 
 
INT. SINC’S OUTHOUSE. DAY. 
 
SINC sits over the toilet hole knitting baby booties and humming 
to himself. Suddenly he stops. He places the yarn and needles to 
the side, then reaches over to a stack of old newspapers nearby. 
He frantically searches through the papers while still seated, 
his pants around his ankles.  
 
INT. NORM’S JAILHOUSE. DAY. 
 
FRANCISCO sits on the cell floor, letters laid out in front of 
him. DAVID has his hand on FRANCISCO’S back, comforting him.  
 
     FRANCISCO 
   You’re not telling me anything  
new. I killed him for a reason. 
Found all of these earlier. 
 
     NORM 
   I was hoping you could tell  
us more about Peter. 
  
FRANCISCO 
   You know plenty about him. His  
picture is on your damn wall. 
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SINC bursts through the door of the jailhouse holding a picture 
ripped form an old newspaper in one hand, and keeping his pants 
up with the other.  
 
     SINC 
   Norm! He’s Knoxville Pete! 
 
NORM turns and looks at a wanted poster of KNOXVILLE PETE that 
hangs from the wanted wall of the JAILHOUSE. 
 
INSERT: 
An intricately carved wooden frame with gold paint shows a black 
and white image of KNOXVILLE PETE. PETE wears a sombrero and has 
a heavily-waxed curled mustache. If caught alive, his arrest is 
worth $5000.  
 
     NORM 
   Dear Lord. 
      
     FRANCISCO 
   He’s dead now. Nothing to  
worry about. 
 
     NORM 
   Georgia left another letter. 
   She’s headed back here with his 
   brothers to avenge his death. 
And we’ve just found out that  
his brothers are… 
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SINC 
   The Tennessee Boys. 
 
     DAVID 
   Oh, shit. 
 
     NORM 
   We need a town meeting. 
 
NORM goes to his desk. He pulls out paper, pencils, scissors, 
and several different colors of ribbon. He walks over to the 
cell and gives some to DAVID and FRANCISCO. He then hands some 
to SINC. 
 
     SINC 
   What are these for? 
 
     NORM 
   Invites! 
 
     SINC 
   Invites? 
 
     NORM 
   A start time of eight o’clock  
   tonight should give everyone 
   enough time. And include  
everyone’s last names too. We  
aren’t savages.  
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The men begin to cut the paper and curl the ribbons. DAVID is a 
natural, having made many invitations with NORM before.  
 
INT. NORM’S JAILHOUSE. NIGHT. 
 
NORM, SINC, CASSANDRA, ELI, BABY PETER, RUTH, FRANCISCO, DAVID, 
MARCUS, JASMINE, CHARLIE, and PROSTITUTES ONE and TWO are 
gathered inside the jailhouse. The small room is packed, with 
most standing, and a few leaning against the wall. FRANCISCO and 
DAVID are still in their cell. The room is lit by the few 
candles NORM has. The crowd MUTTERS as they wait for the meeting 
to start. The pickled egg jar with CHRISTOPHE’S penis sits on 
NORM’S desk. It glistens in the light. MARCUS stares at it, 
absorbed by its presence.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Smells like cloves in here. 
 
     DAVID 
   It’s the candles! Norm made  
em! 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Jesus Christ. Norm! Why the  
hell are we here? 
 
NORM is startled out of the aside he was having with SINC. He 
turns to face the gathering. 
 
 
     NORM 
   Welcome, everyone. Thank you  
for being here. There’s a tray  
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NORM (cont.) 
of scones going around for  
those who may be hungry. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Norm! 
 
     NORM 
   Right. At this point I’m sure  
that all of you are aware of  
the events that have  
transpired with Mr. Christophe  
Pierre.  
 
MARCUS nods his head, still not looking up from the jar. The 
tray of scones reaches RUTH. She dumps the entire tray in her 
purse. 
 
     NORM 
   Sinc and I have made a few  
discoveries about Mr. Pierre  
and Georgia Rodrigo. I  
stumbled upon some love  
letters written between  
Georgia and a man named Peter  
Holloway. Peter Holloway is  
Christophe Pierre’s real name. 
 
Some in the crowd murmur.  
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     SINC 
   After Georgia went missing, we  
found a letter addressed from  
her in Mr. Holloway’s coffin.  
 
SINC pulls the letter out of his pocket and passes it around the 
room. 
 
     SINC 
   As you can see, Georgia is  
rather unhinged. 
 
The letter reaches JASMINE. 
 
     JASMINE 
   “Common Whore?!” I’m gonna  
kill that bitch! 
 
     SINC 
   Which brings me to my next  
point. Peter Holloway appears  
to have been the Peter  
Holloway. You may know him as  
Knoxville Pete of the  
Tennessee Boys. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   I’ll be damned… 
 
MONTAGE- THE TENNEESSEE BOYS AND GEORGIA TRAVELING 
  
57 
SINC (v/o) 
It’s about a two days ride by  
horse and rail. We can expect  
Georgia to be back here with  
them in less than forty-eight 
hours. 
 
A) INT. TENNESSEE BOYS’ HIDEOUT. DAY. The BOYS pack their bags. 
B) INT. TRAIN. NIGHT. The BOYS ride in the upper class section 
of the train. A waiter serves them ice tea with mint in highball 
glasses. 
C) EXT. COUNTRYSIDE. EARLY MORNING. The BOYS ride on horseback.  
END OF MONTAGE 
 
The crowd is silent and tense.  
     ELI 
   I’m sorry, but are we supposed  
to know who the Tennessee Boys  
are? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Really, Eli? 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   They were defectors from the  
Confederacy. Went around to  
the already ravaged towns,  
and took what was left.  
 
  SINC 
They’re also an accomplished  
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  SINC (cont.) 
jug band. 
 
     ELI 
   That hardly sounds vicious.  
We’re not some shell of a  
town for them to take. 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   They got bolder after the war.  
 
     NORM 
   Knoxville Pete was responsible  
for at least fifty deaths. 
 
MONTAGE – KNOXVILLE PETE KILLING PEOPLE 
 
     PROSTITUTE TWO (v/o) 
   So you’re saying that in three  
days a gang of outlaws is  
going to ride into town to  
kill us? 
 
A) EXT. TOWN. DAY. PETE rides through a town. He shoots people 
as they run away from him.      
B) EXT. RAILWAY. DAY. PETE pushes down a dynamite charge. A 
train blows up. 
C) INT. ORPHANAGE. NIGHT. PETE covers the floor around a line of 
cribs with small, swallow-able toys from a bag that say “For 
ages 5 and Up.”  
END OF MONTAGE 
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     SINC 
   Probably just you. But  
potentially all. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Like hell! These men do more  
than just kill. And I’m not  
going to let them take my  
lifetime of earnings from me. 
 
     NORM 
   What do you suggest we do?  
It’ll take longer for help to  
arrive than it will for them  
to get here. 
 
The sound of something SPLASHING against metal diverts the 
attention of the room. DAVID stands in the corner of the cell, 
pissing into a bucket. The sound jolts MARCUS out of his daze. 
 
     DAVID 
   I guess we’d better get ready. 
 
While no one watches, MARCUS takes the pickled egg jar and hides 
it in his shirt. 
 
     PROSTITUTE ONE 
   For what? 
 
     DAVID 
   Didn’t we just decide to  
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  DAVID (cont.) 
fight? 
 
INT. APPLE PARLOR. MORNING. 
 
The women of The Apple stand lined up on the staircase. 
CASSANDRA stands on the bottom floor. She looks up to address 
them. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Ladies, as you may have heard,  
   we are under attack.  
 
     PROSTITUTE TWO 
   What’d we do? 
CASSANDRA 
Besides taking the cock off  
their leader? 
 
The women giggle. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   We have got to be ready to  
fight. 
 
     PROSTITUTE THREE 
   Cassandra, we barely even got  
weapons. How we supposed to  
fight the entire Tennessee  
Boys? 
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     CASSANDRA 
   You’re forgetting what we do  
have. Patrons. 
 
JASMINE steps down and stands next to CASSANDRA. 
 
     JASMINE 
   Ladies, we are a valuable asset 
   to this town. You forget what  
it was like before Cassandra  
came and built this place.  
Mourningwood was almost the 
leader in the sheep industry! 
 
The women giggle again.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
   This shit-water of a town  
needs us. And these men  
coming down are coming after  
one of our own.  
     
     PROSTITUTE THREE 
   Say what you mean! 
 
     CASSANDRA 
   We have tonight remind this 
   town how important we are. I  
want all of you to get  
whatever Johns you have in  
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  CASSANDRA (cont.) 
the next day to take an oath  
to protect The Apple and the  
town.  
Don’t fuck them until they  
say yes! 
 
The women murmur to one another. 
 
     JASMINE 
   Don’t jus’ stand there!  
 
The women scatter, rushing to get ready for the night.  
 
EXT. BEHIND NORM’S JAILHOUSE. DAY. 
 
NORM stands in front of a group of five men. One is DAVID, 
another FRANCISCO, the others are town-folk. The group is rather 
pathetic looking. Each has a rifle. Behind NORM are a couple 
homemade targets. They are bedazzled with ribbons. It’s evident 
that NORM, DAVID, and FRANCSICO spent some time creating them. 
 
     NORM 
   Gentlemen, we stand at the  
cusp of something great. Today  
you have been asked to rise  
above your station and… 
 
     DAVID 
   Why are you talking like  
that? 
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     NORM 
   I thought I’d try something  
different. Something more  
inspiring. 
 
     DAVID 
   You’re already inspiring.  
 
     NORM 
   Thank you, David. 
 
The group is growing restless. Some look off into the distance, 
another shuffles his feet, and another begins to look down the 
barrel of his gun.  
 
     NORM 
   Everyone, please! Stay  
focused. 
 
The group snaps back to attention. 
 
     NORM 
   Today we’re going to practice  
   shooting. The Tennessee Boys 
   have some of the best shots in 
   Appalachia, so we’ll need our 
   practice. David, why don’t you 
   go first? You’re something of  
   a shot. 
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     DAVID 
   Gladly. 
 
DAVID picks up his rifle and squeezes off a shot. He misses the 
target completely. 
 
     DAVID 
   Well, shit. 
 
     FRANCISCO 
   This isn’t a good sign. 
 
     DAVID 
   Hold on. I’m usually drunk  
when I shoot. 
     NORM 
   What an uplifting statement. 
 
One of the other townsmen hands DAVID a jar of his moonshine. 
DAVID takes several large gulps. 
 
     NORM 
   While we wait to see if that  
kicks in… Fred, why don’t you  
have a go. 
 
FRED, a dirt-encrusted man in his early fifties, steps up and 
takes a shot. It hits the edge of the target. 
 
     NORM 
   Not awful. Just aim for the  
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  NORM (cont.) 
bigger fellas. 
 
DAVID walks back up to face the target. The jar in his hand is 
now empty.  
 
     DAVID 
   READY! AIM! FIR… 
 
He stumbles a bit backwards, trips over a rock, and discharges 
his gun. The men all duck. When they look up, DAVID is passed 
out on the ground, but the shot has hit dead center.  
 
     NORM 
   Fred, go get Sinc. 
 
INT. SINC’S OUTHOUSE. DAY 
 
SINC sits on the toilet, pants around his ankles, sharpening a 
large spike. In front of him is a pile of several more spikes.  
 
EXT. ELI’S DITCH. DUSK. 
 
ELI smears mud on himself in a camo pattern, disguising himself 
as the ditch. He then puts little dots of it on BABY PETER.  
 
INT. THE CHAPEL. NIGHT. 
 
RUTH climbs up the altar to where a sculpture of Jesus on the 
cross hangs. A roman soldier stabs Jesus in the side with a 
spear. She removes the spear from the soldier’s hand, and 
practices thrusting it at the air.  
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EXT. THE APPLE PORCH. NIGHT. 
 
MARCUS and CHARLIE struggle to keep the rowdy crowd of almost 
thirty men in line. A banner hangs above The Apple entrance. 
INSERT: 
Fucks for Fighting. 
     MARCUS 
   Single file, or no service! 
 
The crowd quickly organizes itself. Men lightly shoving 
themselves into a line. 
 
INT. THE APPLE. CASSANDRA’S ROOM. DAWN. 
 
CASSANDRA sits in the black velvet armchair in her room, a cup 
of tea in hand. She looks out the window at the rising sun. SINC 
can be seen in the distance with a wheelbarrow full of large 
wooden spikes. He places them in holes in the ground, one at a 
time. 
The sound of GUNSHOTS rings out. CASSANDRA sets down her teacup, 
goes to her dresser drawer, and pulls out a pistol. SINC, still 
seen through the window, runs with the wheelbarrow, trips and 
falls over it, gets up, and continues to run towards his office.  
 
EXT. MAIN STREET. MORNING. 
 
GEORGIA, accompanied by the TENNESSEE BOYS, a group of fifteen 
men, rides into town on horseback. The TENNESSEE BOYS are 
dressed like a blend between pandilla de bandidos and an 
Appalachian jug band. It’s a style that suggests a lack of 
knowledge of the Mexican culture, but the wish to inhabit it. 
Some carry rifles; others have pistols at their sides and banjos 
or jugs. They gallop in, firing off rounds. GEORGIA rides a 
little slower, visibly still in pain from her labor with BABY 
PETER and operations with SINC. 
The group gets to the center of town. ANDREW MONROE, a white man 
in his late thirties, the new leader of the TENNESSEE BOYS and 
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their lead jug blower, blows into his jug, bringing the gang to 
a halt. 
ANDREW yells out to whomever in the town can hear. 
 
     ANDREW 
   Listen here! No one has to get 
   hurt. Give us the whore and the 
   murderer and we will spare the  
   town.  
 
JASMINE yells from THE APPLE. 
 
     JASMINE (o/s) 
   Fuck off! Y’all ain’t getting 
   shit! 
 
     ANDREW 
   If you don’t hand them over, 
   we will have no choice but to 
   burn every building here to  
   the ground until we find them. 
 
The TENNESSEE BOY TWO takes the lit cigar from his mouth, pulls 
out a bottle of liquor with a rag hanging from the top, lights 
the rag with his cigar, and tosses the bottle into the pharmacy. 
The building goes up in flames. GEORGE, the pharmacist, a white 
man in his late fifties, runs out of the building only to be 
stopped at gunpoint by TENNESSEE BOY FIVE.   
 
     ANDREW 
   Do not test us! 
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TENNESSE BOY FIVE cocks his pistol. 
 
     ANDREW 
   Hand them over now, or this 
   man dies! 
 
ANDREW waits. In the background a naked DAVID can be seen. He 
runs from behind the burning pharmacy and into the bank next 
door. The TENNESSEE BOYS don’t see him.  
 
     ANDREW 
   Uno! 
 
CASSANDRA opens a window at THE APPLE. All the TENNESSEE BOYS 
turn and point their weapons at The Apple. GEORGE nervously 
shakes. 
 
     ANDREW 
   Dos! 
 
Naked DAVID is now on the roof of the bank. None of the 
TENNESSEE BOYS notice due to CASSANDRA’S window distraction.  
 
     ANDREW 
   Three! 
 
TENNESSEE BOY FIVE aims his pistol at GEORGE’S head. As he 
begins to squeeze the trigger, he suddenly falls backwards off 
his horse, taken out by a headshot. He lies dead on the ground, 
blood pours from the round bullet hole in his forehead.  
The TENNESSEE BOYS frantically try to locate the shooter. GEORGE 
takes the distraction as an opportunity to slip away. TENNESSEE 
BOY EIGHT catches a glimpse of DAVID’S ass and fires several 
rounds at him as DAVID climbs back into a window of the bank. 
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The other BOYS follow his lead, unloading into the front of the 
bank.  
 
     ANDREW 
   Take the town, boys! 
 
The BOYS fan out and ride around the town. GEORGIA, still weak, 
sneaks off in the background. 
 
EXT. SINC’S OUTHOUSE. MORNING. 
 
TENNESSEE BOYS FOUR AND SIX ride towards SINC’S outhouse and 
office, Molotov cocktails in-hand. SINC watches from his small 
outhouse window. He waits until they get a little closer, then 
pulls a lever from inside the outhouse. Several large wooden 
spikes that SINC fashioned together with rope pull up from where 
they lay on the ground. TENNESSEE BOY SIX avoids being impaled, 
but BOY FOUR doesn’t swerve in time. His horse abruptly turns to 
the side. The sudden movement throws him off his saddle and into 
a spike. His body twitches as he bleeds out. The Molotov 
cocktail he was holding bursts on the ground near his body, 
enveloping him in flames.  
   
     TENEESSEE BOY SIX 
    Jesus Christ! 
 
SINC pulls a rifle out of the outhouse and fires at BOY SIX. He 
misses. BOY SIX throws his Molotov cocktail at the outhouse. It 
breaks by SINC’S feet, catching his leg on fire. SINC quickly 
rolls on the ground. BOY SIX rides towards SINC, pistol in-hand. 
BOY SIX begins to fire at SINC who’s still on the ground. Right 
before BOY SIX is able to get close enough to hit SINC, ELI, 
who’s been camouflaged in a nearby ditch, sits up, BABY PETER 
in-hand, and fires a pistol twice. He hits BOY SIX once in the 
right leg and once in his torso. BOY SIX slumps over in his 
saddle. His horse continues to gallop; soon he’s outside of 
town. 
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EXT. CHAPEL. MORNING. 
 
RUTH stands outside the entrance. She waves her spear at the 
TENNEESSEE BOY TWELVE as he rides by. 
 
     RUTH 
   Keep running, you godless  
   coward! 
 
BOY TWELVE, hearing RUTH, turns around and rides back towards 
her. RUTH runs inside the chapel.  
 
INT. CHAPEL. MORNING. 
 
TENNESSEE BOY TWELVE enters the chapel to find RUTH. She stands 
by the baptismal fount, spear aimed at him.  
 
     RUTH 
   Stay back! 
 
She waves the spear at him. 
 
     TENNESSEE BOY TWELVE 
   Oh Mrs. Preacher-man, I got 
   something special for you. 
 
As he approaches RUTH, he unbuckles his pants. RUTH jabs at the 
air. 
 
     TENNESSEE BOY TWELVE 
   This’ll only hurt for a moment. 
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He looks down to unzip his pants. RUTH hits him on the side of 
his head with the spear. He falls down on and lands on all fours 
by the fount. Ruth leaps on top of him, forcing him to collapse. 
She then pushes his head into the holy water, holding it down. 
The water bubbles. He tries to get out from under her, but she 
pins his back down with her knees. Soon the bubbles no longer 
rise from the water. Ruth rolls over onto her back breathing 
heavily. TENNESSEE BOY TWELVE doesn’t move.  
 
EXT. JAILHOUSE. MORNING. 
 
TENNESSEE BOYS TWO, SEVEN, EIGHT, and FOURTEEN surround the 
front and side of the JAILHOUSE. NORM, FRANCISCO, and FRED take 
aim from the inside. NORM is able to pick off BOY FOURTEEN 
through a chest shot. BOY SEVEN approaches from the right side 
of the building and manages to shoot off the back of FRED’S 
head.  
 
INT. JAILHOUSE. MORNING. 
 
FRANCISCO quickly turns and fires. He hits BOY SEVEN in the 
shoulder. BOY SEVEN temporarily backs down.   
Bits of FRED’S skull and brain liter the jailhouse walls. 
FRANCISCO vomits. 
 
     NORM 
   Francisco, I need you to  
cover me. 
 
NORM begins to reload. FRANCISCO tries to hold his gun up, but 
can’t focus because of FRED. Through the window next to NORM, 
NAKED DAVID can be seen as he runs towards the jail with a 
pistol in his hand. BOY EIGHT glances through the front window. 
He notices that NORM is vulnerable. DAVID sees BOY EIGHT take 
aim. DAVID yells. 
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     DAVID 
   Norm! 
 
NORM looks up and sees BOY EIGHT and the rifle aimed at him. He 
jumps to the side, but is too late. a bullet hits him in the 
side of the chest. NORM lets out a deep MOAN.  
 
EXT. JAILHOUSE. MORNING. 
 
DAVID hears NORM and starts to scream while he runs. BOY EIGHT 
turns towards DAVID. DAVID raises his pistol while in a full 
sprint, and fires. He hits BOY EIGHT through his right eye.  
BOY TWO hears DAVID, and quickly rides around to the front of 
the jailhouse. DAVID picks him off as he comes around the 
corner.   
 
INT. JAILHOUSE. MORNING. 
 
DAVID bursts through the door of the jailhouse. NORM is 
collapsed on the floor. He presses a lace doily on his wound to 
try and stop the bleeding. FRANCISCO, no longer sickened by 
FRED, stands guard. DAVID runs to NORM’S side. 
 
     DAVID 
   Oh God, no! 
 
DAVID frantically grabs more doilies to apply to the wound. The 
pool of blood around NORM grows larger.  
 
     NORM 
   It’s going to be all right. 
 
     DAVID 
   Don’t you die on me! 
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NORM grows more ashen by the second.  
 
     NORM 
   It’s OK, David. 
 
     DAVID 
   You’re all I’ve got! You and 
   this jail. 
 
NORM removes his gold sheriff’s badge from his shirt with a 
bloody hand. 
 
     NORM 
   No, David, you’re all that  
   this jail has got. 
 
NORM places the badge in DAVID’S hand. 
 
     NORM 
   Take good care of her. And 
   don’t forget the Saturday  
spice shipments. 
 
NORM dies with his head in DAVID’S hand. 
DAVID, face wet with tears, gently places NORM’S head on the 
floor. He then stands and walks over to the drying rack next to 
the clothes washtub. He takes a shirt off the rack and puts it 
on. Still pants-less, he places the star badge on his shirt. He 
picks his pistol up of the ground and reloads. 
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EXT. JAILHOUSE. MORNING. 
 
DAVID angrily walks out the front of the jailhouse. He sees 
wounded BOY SEVEN’s leg sticking out from the right side of the 
building. He quickly walks around the corner, and knocks the BOY 
out with the butt of his pistol.  
A bullet wizzes by DAVID’S head. He looks up to see TENNESSEE 
BOY THREE across the road and on the roof of SINC’S OFFICE. 
DAVID, calmly turns, aims his pistol, and shoots BOY THREE 
through the heart. BOY THREE falls off the roof. 
DAVID takes unconscious BOY SEVEN by his shirts back collar, and 
drags him onto the jailhouse porch. He drops him by the door. 
DAVID yells in at FRANCISCO. 
 
DAVID 
Francisco, come get this  
fucker and put him in the  
cell.  
 
DAVID then walks off back towards the center of town. 
 
EXT. THE APPLE. MORNING. 
 
PROSTITUTES ONE and THREE throw shoes, books, and jars of 
DAVID’S moonshine down at TENNESSEE BOYS NINE, TEN, and ELEVEN. 
MARCUS and CHARLIE are stationed at windows with rifles on 
either side of the front door. TENNESSEE BOYS THIRTEEN AND 
FIFTEEN are on the roof of the bank across the street. They fire 
down at MARCUS and CHARLIE who fire back. The Apple is about to 
fall. 
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EXT. HARDWARE STORE. MORNING. 
 
SINC and ELI walk towards The Apple. SINC carries a wooden 
spike, ELI has BABY PETER. As they pass behind the hardware 
store they hear a COUGH. They stop. ELI and SINC nod at each 
other.  
SINC slinks up with his wooden spike and peers through the back 
window. Inside the shop GEORGIA is crouched by the front 
windows. She watches as the TENNESSEE BOYS attack The Apple.  
SINC motions to ELI to come over. ELI whispers. 
 
     ELI 
   She sure does love hidin’ out 
   in stores.  
 
SINC kicks in the back door and the two charge at GEORGIA.  
 
     SINC 
   Hands up, Georgia! 
 
GEORGIA, completely caught off guard, throws her hands up. 
 
     ELI 
   Too scared to fight in the 
   mess you started, just like 
   you’re too scared to raise 
   your own child! 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Fuck you both and your  
   superiority!  
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EXT. MAIN STREET. MORNING  
The sound of YELLING steadily grows. The TENNESSEE BOYS begin to 
look around. Suddenly, on the horizon, roughly thirty TOWNSMEN 
arrive, guns and knives in-hand. A few of the men have very 
large open sores around their mouths. The group runs towards The 
Apple.  
 
EXT. THE APPLE MAIN STREET. MORNING. 
 
The TOWNSMEN reach The Apple and attack the remaining TENNESSEE 
BOYS. The BOYS, overwhelmed, throw down their arms and 
surrender.  
PROSTITUTE ONE, PROSTITUTE THREE, MARCUS, and CHARLIE run out to 
celebrate and tie up the TENNESSEE BOYS. 
 
62. INT. THE APPLE BACKDOOR. MORNING. 
 
CASSANDRA and JASMINE stand guard at the back. They briefly turn 
to see what the commotion is all about. When they turn, ANDREW 
busts through the back door and fires at CASSANDRA, barely 
missing her head. JASMINE leaps on ANDREW’S back. He throws her 
off and against the wall, knocking her unconscious. He aims at 
JASMINE. CASSANDRA sees the pickled egg jar on the bar counter 
under one of MARCUS’ shirts. She grabs it and smashes it on the 
side of ANDREW’S head. He falls to the ground. Eggs and the 
severed penis roll across the floor.  
CASSANDRA jumps on top of ANDREW, pulls a knife from a harness 
on her leg, and holds it to his throat. 
 
     ANDREW 
   What’s a whore like you gon… 
 
CASSANDRA slits ANDREW throat before he can finish his sentence. 
Blood squirts everywhere, coating her face and neck.  
CASSANDRA stands up, pulls a handkerchief from her pocket, wipes 
the blood off the knife, then put the handkerchief back in her 
pocket. JASMINE stirs on the floor. MARCUS and CHARLIE can be 
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seen through the large front window tying up the remaining 
TENNESSEE BOYS with the help of the TOWNSPEOPLE. The group is 
passing around jars of DAVID’S moonshine. They all joyfully 
yell.  
DAVID enters through the backdoor. He helps JASMINE to her feet. 
FRANCISCO runs in soon after.  
CASSANDRA notices the blood on DAVID’S hands.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
   Norm? 
 
DAVID shakes his head. CASSANDRA SIGHS, walks over to the bar, 
pulls a jar off the shelf and fills it with a nearby bottle of 
DAVID’S moonshine. She takes a swig.   
      
     CASSANDRA 
   And the baby? 
 
ELI enters with BABY PETER; SINC drags a hand-tied GEORGIA close 
behind. CASSANDRA looks relieved.  
BABY PETER lets out small CRY. CASSANDRA watches as ELI comforts 
him. ELI looks up and catches CASSANDRA’S gaze. He gives a small 
nod to her.    
GEORGIA screams upon seeing ANDREW’S dead body. 
 
     GEORGIA 
   Jesu Christ! You fucking bitch!  
I’ll fucking kill you! All of 
   you! 
 
RUTH enters and knocks GEORGIA out with a gold plated Bible.  
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RUTH 
   Blasphemous bitch. 
 
CASSANDRA picks a pickled egg up off the ground near the bar.  
The HOUSEMAID enters with a bucket of soapy water and sees 
ANDREW’S body and the enormous pool of blood around it.  
 
     HOUSEMAID 
   Well, shit. 
 
CASSANDRA eats the egg.  
 
     THE END 
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